CHAP, vin           MICHAEL FURZE                  601

worked one last time for their master, Lampiron
broke Caul's arm-lock, slowly heaved himself up,
stood with CauPs arms about his thighs. With a
kick he was free for a moment of eternal time, and in
that moment, remembering all the glory of love and
creation and the day when he watched the sunlit sea
spread like a fan over the hot earth, he cried, his arm
raised (he felt his ringed mail press against the nipples
of his breasts and the cold edge of the fine steel at the
point where it met the bare thigh):

' God's servant! . . . God's servant! *
Then they fell on him; Caul had him round the
waist, and it was Eels Braddock, they said afterwards
(but it was never proved), who brought the iron spike
down on his head. Someone or other leapt at his
head and he fell to the ground with him; Lampiron's
blood blinded him.

That was the way Lampiron died. Leggett one
way, Lampiron quite another. , . ,

That was the moment, just when the mounted
police turned the skirts of the mob, that the Cathedral
blazed and Kendon stood in the West Door.

Kendon's orders. When he reached the Cathedral
(this was about the time when the mob rushed up the
High Street) he sent for Dale, Cronin, Doggett, poor
old Broad* He put on his vestments and him-
self switched on the electric light. Then he stood
in the West Door with Dale and Cronin beside
him.

That sudden Illumination of the Cathedral was a
stroke of genius. It sprang to life. The Green, the
town, the little puppet-figures of ^men, sank to
shadow-dimness, There was no reality save one.
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